		The Farmer's S.O.S

	I'm a Farmer, a Rancher, Dairy and Pouletry man.
	and with all that I do I can't make enough money
	just to pay for rent bills and the land.
	The bills keep getting bigger, the crops getting smaller
	And the wheat brings less every year.
	with infflation rising, and this high fertalizing
	This farming stuff's getting too deer.

	What are we sposed to do... What are we going to do....
	It doesn't seem fair, that we're standing here
	just banging our heads to get through.
	and it doesn't seem right that we have to fight
	the whole system like we have to.
	So give us a rest, this is our S.O.S.
	from the farmers to you.

	They say that the farmers are the backbone of the nation
	and put all the clothes on our racks.
	But I say that the cost of this high-rise inflation
	is the straw that'll break this great nation's back.
	We tilled up the soil and we built up this land
	and what do we get in return.
	Just the highblazing cost of these chemicals and sprays.
	Lord you'd think we had money to burn.


	What are we sposed to do... What are we going to do....
	It doesn't seem fair, that we're standing here
	just banging our heads to get through.
	and it doesn't seem right that we have to fight
	the whole system like we have to.
	So give us a rest, this is our S.O.S.
	from the farmers to you.

	I can't get my son to take over the farm.
	It seems like there's no future here.
	He'd be better off to move to the city
	and find himself another career.
	But the jobs in the cities aren't for farmers like us
	Hell they say that we're not skilled enough.
	But I'm rasing the alarm, cause out here on the farm
	things are just starting to get tough.

	
	What are we sposed to do... What are we going to do....
	Stormy waters are up and it's starting to get rough
	hell it looks like we'll lose the whole crew
	Going down for the third and last time....
	So let's hope this message gets through...
	Give us a rest, this is our S.O.S.
	from the farmers to you.

	Give us a rest, this is our S.O.S.
	from the farmers to you.
	